78     THE PLEASURES OF POETRY
All the verses dealing with adoration have,
to my mind, a deep and eternal beauty;
neyer were flowers and fruits seen more clearly,
or with more love; never wrere all living crea-
tures more welcomed into God's love.
But the whole poem, and not this part alone,
is bathed in the everlasting light of Heaven;
the flowers are brighter than they are in our
earthly meadows; there is no room in the
Heaven of this madman's mind for cruelty or
injustice, or for anything but love. That
Heaven was undimmed by the cruelties and
by the darkness of Bedlam, unbroken by
starvation, warm in the midst of that deathly
cold. This madman of genius, this poet of
genius, for all the barriers of his madness, con-
tinued to walk in the cool of the evening with
his God.
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